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Chapter 1: Say "I Love You" to The Girl You Like
Summary:
Ashley deserves to be told 'I love you' a lot, and Itzae doesn't mind providing.

Notes:
(See the end of the chapter for notes.)

Chapter Text
Itzae keeps telling the Graves Siblings she loves them.

They don't exactly believe her.

That’s fine though, she can cope with it, until she can't anymore.

It was easy for her to say it, it had always been dreadfully easy for her to say it, maybe because she grew up hearing it around every corner, she remembered her childhood home like a fantastical fairy tale, gingerbread-made, house, where love and sweetness seemed to grow out of every corner, and overtake all life around it, like mold, or cancer in the lungs.

It was always palatably around her, the words escaped her mouth like waterfalls, or like the dirty water that came out of the small spaces between doors, whenever anybody left the faucets on for too long.

Itzae never overthought it that much, not when her hands were interlaced with Ashley's, she could distinctly feel it, even above the cloud of her consciousness dissipating on top of her.

Itzae knew Ashley had this angry way about her, like a bad dog who had never known no love, all claws and tugging, but Ashley was still holding back her hand, and that was the most relevant part of the formula to Itzae.

Later on, Itzae could sit in front of her computer, and type away another research paper about the sociology, and psychology of sex, but for now, she could only feel Andrew on top of her, and the heavy dark presence of Ashley by her side, watching her with those hungry eyes.

Itzae didn't much mind, if nothing else, it was exciting. 

Even if she died it was still exciting.

It was new and innovative, how many college students could say they died because two incestuous, cannibal, murderous, kidnapper, siblings, got tired of toying around with them, and instead, finally killed them, not that many, Itzae was sure about that.

So instead, she let herself be, she braced herself for that ultimate moment of impact.

Itzae squeezed Ashley's hands, she wrapped up her legs around Andrew's waist, holding him firmly against her, she wasn't all bite and blood like they were, it didn't come naturally to her the way it did to them.

She simply held him in, like a stream of air that didn't want to let go of the trees and cables around it, up until it dissipated, and it had to. 

Itzae opened up her mouth, screaming and crying, it always came so easily to her, she could feel herself saying “I love you” in the vibrations of her chest.

She screamed “I love you!” until she couldn't anymore, and then she saw black.

Itzae supposed it should have been more concerning, but she was growing used to it.

This inherent feeling of powerlessness, she was fully conscious if they ever wanted to kill her they could, and they would, no matter the position or what she did, so she learned to embrace it, rather than run away from it.

She had found that extending your hand to the scary black dogs around her neighborhood tended to end better rather than worse, 9/10, but the tenth time made for an interesting story, and an interesting scar to show, so that one final time was completely worth it too.

Her eyes were already closing themselves.

Itzae felt herself cradled and squeezed in her sleep, it was comfortable, in a certain sense, like a weighted blanket.

Itzae had always wanted a weighted blanket, but she had never gotten one before, so she decided this was a good enough placebo for it. 

 

 

While her thoughts were hazy, in that sort of weird not-so gentle aftermath, where it's still too dark, and Itzae still feels too out of her body to be real, but her mind is there, and she can still see everything like she had lived her whole life there, Itzae reminisced about her current situation.

She really felt like she had been living there far too long, for the time she had actually even known these two. 

Itzae supposed the week she spent tied up with a chain and rope to their bed frame, back when they first, meet-cute kidnapped her, sorta accounted for that.

She looked at the bedpost where she had been chained up, underneath it, she found Ashley.

Ashley with her hair sprayed out beneath her like an inky pond, half her body resting on top of her brother, his hands fixated around the lockets of her black hair. 

Andrew really loved pulling on his little sister’s hair a little too much.

But she understood it.

Itzae dragged herself across the blankets and pillows, closer to Ashley.

And she quickly found herself repeating the exact same words over and over, with her cheek pressed against Ashley's bare chest.

“I love you, Ashley.”

She had done this a thousand times already, and she would do it a thousand times more, it really was no bother as far as Itzae was concerned.

Itzae expected no answer back, even if she didn't believe Ashley was actually asleep, Itzae said it solely, because it was easy work. 

It was easy for her to say the magic words to Ashley.

Saying ‘I love you’ was terribly uncomplicated, and Itzae thought saying ‘I love you’ to Ashley was entirely too effortless, and maybe it only felt that easy, because she could so blatantly tell Ashley had heard ‘I love you’ from too few people across her life.

It was always easier to water a dying and drying plant, after all, looking so ready and decaying, all yellow and black spots. 

It was easier to love something that so desperately needed to be loved.

It was easy to cuddle up close to Ashley, and say it, over and over again.

More so, when they were both exhausted out of their minds, gasping, and panting, and feeling two steps away from dying.

It was easiest, when Ashley had her whole hand grasping onto Itzae’s wrist, leaving red cat scratches, and blue bruises, that Itzae would have to carefully cover up beneath her shirt’s sleeves tomorrow before going to class. 

She was forever stuck, remembering all of that, all the time. It never left her mind.

Itzae repeated it one more time “I love you, Ashley” Before rolling on her side.

She wasn't actually asleep, and she wasn't particularly daydreaming about anything. 

Itzae’s mind mostly drifted off to homework and projects whenever she had time to actually think about anything, but that was fine, she could easily close her eyes, even out her breathing, and imagine herself a list of endless tasks to fulfill.

Such was life. 

This endless categorizing inside her head, about what things she should write down, and how to make that whole process the most productive it could be.

As she did, Itzae felt Ashley moving in her sleep behind her, it was nothing weird for them to switch around a bit in their sleep, after all another thing Itzae had found out about Ashley was her strange relationship with touch, to her, Ashley seemed averse to touch because she craved it too much.

Ashley swore she hated the very concept of cuddling after sex, finding it too normal, and too corny for her tastes, but in the end, it's like she could never be convinced to let go of it, once the physical touch really began.

It was cute, Itzae thought, so she opposed zero resistance, even as Ashley wrapped her scarred arms around her naked waist. 

Itzae still felt her skin shake and get goosebumps. 

Both siblings were so cold all the time, Itzae was sure it must have been something in their blood.

Itzae was always fascinated by the way they never made each other cold.

Ashley's hands pulled her closer against her, Itzae allowed her neck to fall like a limp bird. Her head touching against Ashley's chest.

She felt Ashley behind her like a ghost, curling up around the both of them, her lips right beside her ear, Itzae was reminded of that one time Ashley had gnawed on her ears the whole way through, Itzae had been so sure Ashley was simply going to rip it off once she was done playing with it, rip it off and eat it, like a prey animal.

That’s exactly what this, call-it relationship reminded Itzae of, a predator toying with its prey.

Little more than that, and yet. 

Somehow, Ashley hadn't, Itzae wondered if now, she finally would. 

That would be hard to explain at college, so she hoped not.

Instead, Ashley, being Ashley, did something far more dangerous and unpredictable, she whispered in Itzae’s ear.

Itzae could deal with death threats, those were fine and expectable, landing rightfully on the pattern recognizable zone.

But Itzae couldn't deal with Ashley's shaky voice, and muttering of curses, or with the way her hands suddenly tightened around her waist, so hard Itzae was sure her skin was turning white, and she would have even more injuries to keep from prying eyes tomorrow.

She couldn't deal with Ashley biting her lip and sighing to herself.

She couldn't deal with the way Ashley finally seemed to find enough courage to say “I love you too, you weird fucking Thing, you better fucking be actually asleep, or I'm gonna shoot you.”

The pretense that Itzae was asleep lasted a whopping 2.03 seconds.

“Pfffffff”

“You fucking bitch! I hate you.” 

Itzae couldn't stop herself from laughing loudly and breathy, while Ashley shoved her far away from her, dramatically raising her arms in the air, like the touch of Itzae’s skin was too warm and it burned her.

“That’s not what you were just saying,” Itzae said in a sing-song voice, finally turning over to face Ashley.

“Shut the! Fuck Up!” 

Just as quickly, Ashley faced away from her, rapidly burying her face against Andrew's naked torso. Itzae had to give it to him, the one time in the month he managed to actually fall asleep, there was no God, and/or Demon, who could wake him.

“Aww, you love me, Ashley loves me!” Itzae quickly retorted, pressing herself against Ashley's back.

“Augh! I should have killed you when I had a chance” Ashley didn't push her away. Itzae smiled. 

“But you didn't!” Quickly she wrapped both her arms around Ashley's chest, nuzzling her face against Ashley's bony back “And now your Demon Friend likes me too!! So you can't!”

“Yeah, yeah take your wins where you can get them, you fucking creep.”

Itzae delicately planted a kiss on Ashley's skin, right between her shoulder blades. They looked like little bat wings to her.

She felt Ashley stiff for a moment underneath her touch, then quietly, Ashley rolled back a little, allowing Itzae to see the right half of her face once more “You better had fucking devoured that up because it’s the only time you are gonna hear it, you whore.”

Ashley slowly raised her hand, landing it on Itzae’s collarbones.

“If you are gonna call me a whore at least pay me, you people never pay me!” Itzae whined.

“You get paid in free food, electricity, and a roof” Ashley's white mocking grin was almost as brilliant as pearls, in the all-encompassing darkness of their room “You are a world class whore It, are you proud of yourself, therapist by day, getting your back blown out in exchange for a soup at night, really living the modern woman’s dream.”

“Aww, you have faith I’m gonna graduate! Don't worry, I won't disappoint you.”

Ashley gasped for breath, like she was eating anything with any mild spice on it. God, she really was way too white for Itzae’s taste, and even then, Itzae couldn't seem to let go of her, or him, or either one of them, for that matter.

“Yeah. You better don't, I'm not patroning a bitch right underneath my own rooftop for you to not even graduate!”

Itzae hummed under her breath, her heart was beating so quickly, and she felt so eternally tired.

It took her a few more minutes before finally speaking again “I love you, Ashley” Itzae said it as naturally as if she were commenting on the weather.

She felt Ashley's lungs fill up, and empty out, underneath her. 

Itzae had the feeling Ashley had been waiting to hear the words once more.

Ashley squeezed her right collarbone, like it was a leash on a dog. 

“Yeah, I know, now go to sleep, so you can get up early and leave my sight as soon as possible tomorrow.”

“Aw, aren't you gonna miss me, after all, you love me ∼”

Ashley huffed out “And the mule doesn't stop.”

Itzae grinned, making Ashley feel every bit of her lips against the bones of her spine.

Nope, Itzae didn't stop all night.



Chapter 2: Say "I Love You" to The Boy You Like
Summary:
Big brother deserves some love confessions too. Fortunately for everybody involved, those happen to be Itzae's speciality.

Notes:
(See the end of the chapter for notes.)

Chapter Text
There was always this degree of separation between people, that even The Graves Siblings as attached to the hip, and to the heart, as they were, seemed to suffer from.

Itzae reminisced against last night, as she reminded that lesson she had gotten at college, even language was a degree of separation between yourself, and others.

Itzae found herself heavily reminded of this fact as she stared at the calendar hanging in front of her, it was her birthday in two days, and even though she felt so close to the duo of people living in that apartment, they had no idea about that, and objectively speaking, they had no motive to ever know about it.

It was still gonna be her birthday though, which meant everybody on a 10-kilometer radio had to know about it. Immediately.

“Stop just standing there staring at the date, you look like a dead fish.” 

Andrew's voice pulled her out of her pondering.

Itzae pursed her lips as she turned to look at Andrew.

He was solemnly sipping from Ashley's Special: The “Black as His Soul Coffee ♡” that his sister lovingly brewed him every morning.

Itzae stood with her feet wide apart, before pointing directly at his chest with her index finger. And then, she proudly announced.

“It’s gonna be my birthday!” 

Andrew raised one eyebrow “Congrats?”

“It’s gonna be my birthday!” Itzae placed both of her hands on her hips “Sound more excited!”

Andrew shook his head slowly “How old even are you anyway?”

“None of your business!” Itzae declared, now crossing her arms around her chest “I was just gonna tell you what my favorite birthday cake flavor is!”

“I have the feeling you are gonna do that regardless,” Andrew said.

“Yes! It’s blueberry!”

Andrew looked genuinely confused “Why blueberr-?” 

Ashley interrupted them.

“Great,” Ashley said looking up from the dishes she was washing “So now aside from being a creep who lives in my house for free she's also a jailbait, I love it.”

“I'm in college!” Itzae yelled back “And you people literally murdered the last three neighbors you got anyways!”

The Siblings exchanged a look over that, Ashley rolled her eyes and got back to washing. Andrew turned back to Itzae.

“Just as a reminder, you seemed pretty damn excited to eat that last guy’s liver, the only reason you didn't is because you would have gotten Prion’s disease from it.”

“It’s a scientifical curiosity” Itzae didn't miss a beat.

“Aja” Andrew took another sip from his coffee, looking utterly unimpressed “Aren't you a psychology major? How does that have anything to do with eating people’s organs?”

“How does, any part of this conversion, have anything to do with the fact that it’s gonna be my birthday!?” Itzae retorted.

“Look, if you are searching for a gift we are broke.”

“I'm a college student,” Itzae said, then nodded towards Ashley “And. An unpaid whore. How are you more broke than I am?”

“Alas, the economy is in shambles when you are legally dead, married to your sister, and a murderer on the run.”

Itzae didn't miss the little squeal, and bright smile Ashley made at that last sister-wife comment. Of course.

“Dammit,” Itzae allowed herself to drop to the floor.

Andrew just looked at her, slowly finishing his coffee with that same uninterested look in his eyes, before being done with the cup, and swiftly passing it over to his sister, for her to clean it.

Itzae also took note of that pattern of behavior. 

He said, “Don't throw a tantrum.”

“Comforting.”

The Siblings allowed Itzae to mop around for a while, they shared a look, and that was all that was needed.

“Ah” Andrew grabbed the back of Itzae’s shirt, forcing her to raise back up “I gotta go buy groceries, you are coming too.” 

“Eh? Why me?”

“You wanna buy something, right? Because of your birthday, and all that” Andrew looked away from her, another something she had noted about him, he didn't seem to like eye contact all that much “So stop throwing a tantrum, go put your shoes on. I'm taking you to the slightly decent shop down the street.”

“Really?” Itzae found her eyes naturally falling towards Ashley.

Andrew turned to look at his sister, expecting an answer without having to ask the question. 

“It’s…” Ashley sighed, remembering the embarrassing incident of last night “Fine, I guess” She dropped the plates, and grabbed a shiny newly cleaned knife off the dishrack “But if you forget to bring me what I ask for, the soup is gonna have bitch head instead of pig head tonight.”

“Why don't you come with us?” Itzae asked her.

“I'm a woman of my house” Ashley replied.

“Just write it down somewhere, woman” Andrew nodded at her, and then as an after-thought he looked back at Itzae “And your shoes?”

“Oh,” Itzae snapped herself out of it “On it.”

She ran back to their room to find them, not like she knew where they were, but hey, their apartment wasn't exactly big, somewhere nearby they would have to be.

 

 

One fruitful hunt for her shoes later and they were on their way.

Andrew held a rather long grocery list in hand, provided by Ashley, as they walked down the street.

“Didn't you say you are broke, where are you going to get the money to buy all of that?”

“You know Itzae, a lot of great authors around the world would agree that shoplifting is always morally correct.”

“Somehow, that sounds highly hypocritical coming from you.”

“Exactly” Andrew grabbed her arm “Now, hurry up.”

 

 

Itzae found that being alone with Andrew, was very different than being together with Ashley and Andrew, not in the sense that it was any less tense, but the tension surely was more reticent.

Like the sound of a heart beating, no matter what it was always there. Something you could never forget.

Itzae also found that she rather liked it too.

She liked impending danger, and explosive danger too, who knew.

The convenience store they had decided to denominate ‘The Slightly Decent Shop’ was another shitty downtrodden building, just like all the other shitty downtrodden buildings, in their shitty downtrodden town, but it wasn't so expensive they couldn't afford it at all, and it was clean and accessible.

Good enough for her birthday, Itzae thought. 

So there they went.

 

 

They entered the store. 

Andrew went straight to collecting the stuff Ashley had asked for. (The pig head looked heavy, and kinda gross.)

And Itzae went straight to staring, and waving at her own reflection, on the yogurt and ice cream filled, fridges plastered against the shop’s walls.

“Pay attention” Itzae felt something knocking against her side. Andrew was lightly tapping an orange shopping cart against her side “And help out.”

“I help you out if you let me ride inside the cart.”

“How would that be helpful in any way, Itzae?”

“I will give you moral support, and I could also jerk you off.”

“We are in public so I guess I’m taking the first option.”

“Yay!” Itzae hopped onto the cart. She hadn't done it in so long, it felt exciting, even while doing such a menial task.

Itzae supposed part of her helping was also looking to the side whenever Andrew started stuffing things into his sweater and pockets, that he definitely wasn't planning on paying for.

She wordlessly accepted the honey lipgloss he passed her as well. Itzae stuffed it into her bra, because she supposed they also weren't going to pay for this, not like she was going to actually ask anyway.

Meanwhile, Andrew kept swiftly driving them around the whole store, picking up eggs, and flour, and butter, and- “Hey blueberries!” 

Itzae grabbed at them, as Andrew passed the tiny transparent plastic box over, for Itzae to Tetris shoehorn around her, on the shopping cart “Those are my favorites! Aww, you remembered!”

“They are,” Andrew said indulgently “And you don't see anything attention calling on your birthday being so close, and buying all these baking ingredients, and your favorite berries, Itzae?”

“Nope!” She answered immediately, before actually thinking about it “Wait, should I?”

“No. Let’s go pay.”

“Oh, okay.”

And so, they made their way towards the cashiers.

Except, as it was usual, and honestly pretty expected, all three (3) of the very valuable cashiers, had huge lines, they waited on the smallest one, but the difference was honestly really small.

While they waited, Itzae started clutching at the stuff surrounding her, staring at Andrew's deadpan, and distracted face from the corner of her eyes as she did.

It was fun playing it dumb, but it’s not like she wasn't actually thinking about the things that surrounded her. It wasn't like Itzae wasn't thinking about the murderer by her side, not like she wasn't thinking a whole lot about him, and about his sister as well, all the time.

It was exactly because it haunted her that much, that she enjoyed it so much.

She grabbed the blueberries box once more. 

Grasping it tightly between her hands.

They were pretty, Ashley would kill her if she ate them without permission, thinking about it, Itzae preferred not to taste her luck too much this time.

Itzae stared at the rest of the stuff they were buying, a buncha little things for Ashley to cook with she supposed. Itzae didn't pay a very special mind to any of it.

But her eyes were still drawn to them, more for what they represented, than for anything else.

“You know, Andrew?” Itzae started, looking up at him, from her tiny reclused spot on the shopping cart, her knees pressed solidly against her chin. 

“Ah?” Andrew just raised an eyebrow towards her, but that was enough to know he was paying attention to her.

“I love you.”

She felt small and in love. 

It was terrible, and she was planning to keep feeling it, until she couldn't possibly bear it any longer.

“...” Andrew only stared at her, he looked at her like she was a wild animal about to pounce at him, a wild animal that was also bleeding all over his shoes, or something like that “...Why would you say that?”

“Because it's true!”

“We are at a checkup in a shitty grocery store” Andrew nodded toward the infinite line of disgruntled people waiting in front of them “What motivates you to say that in this place?”

“Well, I was thinking about this stuff we are buying” Andrew's stare didn't waver “And, I just think it’s nice, that you care so much about your sister, I love that about you.”

“So you love my sister?” Itzae could see a bit of his teeth peering through his lips now.

“I love your sister, but I love that you care for her, I love that about you, and I also love that you memorize things quickly, and that you read poetry books unironically” Itzae started counting with her fingers “And I love your sweater, and I love your hair, and your eyes.”

“I don't like my eyes, makes me look like my mom.”

“But you are pretty-”

“Don't call me pretty” There were blush lines by the side of his eyes. It was cute.

“But I mean it” Itzae tugged at his sweater “You are really pretty, and I really love you.”

“Augh” Andrew rolled his eyes “The line’s moving. Keep up.”

He grabbed the handles of the shopping cart, and boxily pushed them forward.

“Do you not believe me I love you?” Itzae shifted her position on the cart, her knees touching against the cold metal, both her hands pushing against the blocky lines.

“Get out of there” Andrew deflected “It’s almost our turn. Help me get the stuff out.”

He forcefully grabbed her right hand, and forced her to raise, and get out of the cart.

Itzae allowed it, and she helped carry the pig head from out of the bottom of the shopping cart, and into the cashier’s automatic line.

They finished paying, and left after making sure they had all the things from Ashley's shopping list.

But even now, that they were already walking back home, and that he had already let go, and that it was utterly unnecessary, Andrew grabbed Itzae’s hand again.

And didn't stop.

Itzae felt a little silly, walking back home with a guy, while holding hands at her age, and carrying grocery bags. It all felt really odd.

But it also felt nice.

So. Oddly nice.

That's what The Graves Siblings were for her, oddly nice experiences to get in this life, even if they ended up with her buried 6 meters underground. 

The walk back home was full, bona-fide, and silent, consistently moving forward.

When they arrived back at the apartment, Andrew, for all time, let go of her hand, to show all the grocery bags to Ashley. 

She seemed pleased enough.

They went to bed, and at some point, after a lot of exhaustion, actually slept.

 

 

The next morning was uneventful. Itzae procrastinated on her assignments until late at night.

It really was too late at night, and Itzae was thinking about a boy instead of working, which felt incredibly childish all things considered.

Itzae wasn't expecting Andrew to care, so when he didn't say the magic words back, and they just quietly walked back home, without acknowledging it at any point, it didn't really hurt her.

She didn't blame him very much.

Itzae supposed in a sense, it was objectively better to not be loved by the guy whose all girlfriends seemed to die eventually, but still.

She couldn't help catching herself thinking about it, and she couldn't help laughing under her breath at every interaction she saw The Siblings engaging in.

At some point, she had begun to prefer staring at them, rather than doing her job. 

That was dangerous, but simultaneously, it was also fun.

It was incredible. 

That's how she would resume her current life, a whole lotta fun, an incredible amount of fun.

Unfortunately, research appears weren’t exactly known for their recreative usages, and she really couldn't afford to keep procrastinating on it for much longer, and Ashley screaming her lungs out over the phone, really wasn't helping Itzae focus. 

Apparently, some poor worker had made a little screw-up with something, and well, Ashley Graves wasn't exactly known for being a patient, and well-tempered person.

She remembered hearing Andrew and Ashley bickering about how that was something their mother would do all the time, ironically, Ashey had claimed she hated it ‘Back when the old hag’ would do that.

Itzae sighed, removing her hands from the keyboard, yeah this wasn't getting done today. 

She simply would have to cram it tomorrow.

Itzae made some drowned out noise, while standing up from her chair. 

Andrew shot her one apologetic look, true, that he had been in college at some point too. Itzae simply nodded.

Itzae turned her back to them, walking off to the balcony. 

The place was incredibly small, so it's not like all the noise all of a sudden disappeared, but not having to look at Ashley, as she decimated this poor minimum wage worker, made it all slightly more bearable. 

Itzae placed both her hands on the dirty and oxidized black metal railway. 

The view was so grey and ugly.

“Appreciating the landscape, are we?” Itzae thought that maybe, a man who she knew for a fact, had murdered quite a few women in his life, suddenly sneaking up on her from behind, should probably scare her, but she really liked Andrew's voice.

So that negated that.

Itzae only looked at him from the corner of her eye.

“Oh yeah, I'm personally enamoured with the light pollution and the shitty brokedown cars.”

“A true artist at heart” Andrew met her gaze, only from the side as well “Finding beauty in even the most brokedown shitty places.”

“Yup,” Itzae said, dragging it out, she had made the personal prediction that Andrew would pull out a cigarette, any minute now. “I really am.”

“Proud as can be” Andrew grinned, and a beat later, there was a cigarette in his hand.

Bingo. Itzae smiled.

“Yeah exactly, that’s why I love you.”

It was really fun to watch Andrew choke on air. Itzae smiled wider. 

 “...Shut up,” Andrew said between coughs.

“But I really do” Itzae turned fully to face him “Even if you don’t”

Andrew only stared at her for a second, and Itzae couldn't decide if he was looking at her, or at a bug that had landed on her face. 

His lips were pursed, and his whole face was tense.

Itzae decided that the ball would remain on his park, until he made a move. 

At last, he finally spoke. 

“...Why would you want to be loved by, objectively, the worst match you could find for yourself?”

“Eh?” That was not the answer she was expecting, getting backhanded had seemed more likely of an outcome, honestly “I don't like easy things, if I did, I wouldn't be here” She said seriously, and then, as an afterthought added “Or in college as a general.”

“So you are consciously making the decision of going for a terrible person, that could end with you deeply hurt, instead of not doing that, why?”

“Uhmm” Itzae thought about it for a moment, why indeed “Well, because I love it! I love it, I love you, and I love your sister, that's why I do it.”

“You are” Andrew looked her up and down, the cigarette still burning in his mouth “As abnormal as I was expecting you to be.”

“So I'm fulfilling expectations! Yay.”

“And as annoying as well” She heard him sigh, and spit his cigarette away from his mouth.

He stumped it out on the ground.

Andrew's next movements were more akin to what Itzae was expecting out of him. 

Andrew grabbed her face, his hands were big, and white, and bony, encapsulating most of her flesh all at once, he pushed on it, making her skin turn red.

Andrew stepped forward, and Itzae stepped back, her back touched against the cold metal.

Itzae debated whether she should hold onto it. 

She was acutely aware that if so he desired, Andrew could push her out of the balcony right now, from everything she knew about him she didn't think he would, it wasn't really his style, but the possibility was always there.

Itzae made her decision. 

Her hands slowly found their way to Andrew's wrist, holding him closer, instead of trying to pry him away.

Maybe if they fell, they could both fall together this way, trying to avoid that fate if it came to pass, seemed completely useless to Itzae.

Andrew pressed his face closer to hers.

“I could say it, and you could die.” 

Andrew looked so serious, it kinda made her wanna play with him. 

Itzae had always liked dissecting frogs in high school, maybe she should feel bad about it.

She grinned as excitedly as she always would. 

“You are being so autistic about this, you know” It wasn't really the first time her face was this close up to his anyway, there was always the threat she could die when she got near him like that. The stakes had remained just as high as when she had first met these two “Say what, exactly, Andrew Graves?”

“That I love you” Andrew's hands pressed harder on her, pushing her cheeks into the gaps of her mouth, going into the spots where her teeth separated “Or that I could kill you.” 

“Oh, so you do admit it” Smiling hurt her. Itzae’s teeth were digging into the red and pink insides of her mouth “You do love me.”

“You” Andrew looked down at her lips, he took one more step forward, and Itzae’s back was now, suddenly fully pressed against the railway, and the breeze of the outside world hurt. It was all so dreadfully cold “...Really hear whatever you want.”

Itzae had never known she liked the cold so much, but everything about the Andrew standing in front of her right now, was so so cold.

“But you didn't deny it.”

“If I did you wouldn't listen.”

“Try me.”

He pressed closer to her.

“To put it quite blatantly” Itzae could feel Andrew's cigarette smoke down to her bones “You have carved for yourself, your very own moldy spot, on this godforsaken household, like a butcher does to a cow” His hands pressed on her so hard, Itzae was sure, there was no way he wasn't bruising her skin, becoming her into this deep green, and purple “Or like trauma does to the brain. Psychoanalyze that however you see fit.”

A heartbeat later, Itzae took note that, even while shoving his ashes filled, mouth against her lips and tongue, he still didn't deny it.

“Aww, so you do love me too, Andrew.”

Cigarette tasted far better this way. This would help her understand addiction to nicotine better later on.

“I do. Shut up.”

“You already confessed you love me, now you can't take it back.”

It was an endless satisfaction.

Andrew was harsh, but Itzae appreciated that he shoved her against the balcony wall, instead of off it.

Eventually, the noise got Ashley to hang up on the poor worker and shut up for a while, so that was also highly appreciated by both of them.



Chapter 3: Say "I Love You" to The Girl Who Said It First
Summary:
A relationship is give and take after all, even if you completely refuse to admit you are in a relationship out loud.

Notes:
(See the end of the chapter for notes.)

Chapter Text
Itzae found herself musing back on the special event. 

Outside the sun was already getting prepared to hide itself for the day, before, she would be up at 6AM every day, but now she found getting up any time before 10AM, unless extremely necessary, far too demanding.

Nowadays all days, no matter how special, or different, ended way too quickly. 

It really wasn't a strange occurrence, sitting in front of her computer, on one sole corner of The Graves’s apartment, was actually rather comfortable. 

She felt less judged than back in her college library.

Her hands were idly typing away, into some irrelevant resume about sociology, it wasn't like she didn't like it, but she was aiming to be a therapist, the big cornerstone behind her life turning out this way was the fact that she really wanted to study all sorts of mind spaces, after all.    

Though, Itzae supposed her complete lack of care, and utter disregard for her own life, also didn't help her very much.

Her eyes moved alongside the words.

Itzae’s left hand rested against her face, holding her up to stare at the monitor, this wasn't any exciting story, but everything she could think about were Ashley's hands, yesterday night, and all days before that, and the way they always gripped so hard, and Ashley was so pale and white, her hands turned pink at the slightest bit of force.

Itzae felt her face heating up. 

She felt it in her chest as well, the heavy pounding of her heart against her bones, and red insides, it was a little bit maddening, and if Itzae didn't care so much about getting the degree she was already paying for, she thought, maybe she could actually go mad, going mad here with them, didn't really seem like such a terrible ending to her story.

Today though, instead of going mad, Itzae allowed her eyes to roll away from the monitor, with her feet on top of the swivel chair, she turned to look at Andrew and Ashley.

Today was her birthday after all, it was important for her to be sane, she could always go mad during her unbirthday instead.

She stared at them like the girls in the biology course stared at the open insides of rabbits, that is to say, with complete passion.

Itzae gazed at the clothes they were wearing, and at the way their bones popped out of their sickly white and thin frames. 

She looked at Ashley's wide grin, that so rarely connected to her eyes, and at the way Andrew had his hand positioned, ever-so carefully, right in the seam where Ashley's shirt ended, and her shorts began.

Right there and then, Itzae wanted to scream the words again.

It wasn't anything rare for her to say, really they must have heard it a thousand times, because one thing Itzae’s mothers had never taught her, was how to successfully hold back.

“What do you want you creepy fuck?” Ashley's loud strident voice pulled her out of her observations “You've been staring so hard today.”

“It’s my birthday.”

Andrew rolled his eyes at her “We know. You made me waste 20 bucks on you yesterday.”

Itzae felt her lips tugging at the sides of her face, spreading into a telling smile 

“You got that creepy look on your face” Ashley brought her palm up to her face, making a swift motion with it “Spit it out already, and don't say aww you care for me, or some shit, or I'm kicking your teeth in.”

Yeah, that was the Ashley Itzae had come to know and love.

Itzae opened her lips, and said whatever first came to mind, she had learned that was a pretty productive way of forming an initial premise for investigative papers, after all.

“You know, I think I love you.”  

Andrew looked down at Ashley, meeting her gaze from the corner of his eye; they had always reminded Itzae of conjoined twins, it was like the genes had never been cut for them at all, still as united together as they were in the womb.

Even if she knew about their age difference, Itzae couldn't help but continue thinking about them that way. It made it all the more interesting.

The Siblings really resembled one another, she would have believed it if they had told her they actually were conjoined twins, that had gotten cut out of each other, like a tumor. 

Or at least, back when she first met them, that would have been the case.

Andrew was looking at her.

He had that sorta half-lidded eye look he ended up with whenever he got nervous. 

Itzae had found out his fuse wasn't actually all that long, he was awfully nervous, and terribly snappy when pushed.

Note to herself: She would have to look further into that. 

In the end, Ashley answered, not such an unusual pattern of response for them.

“Yeah, we know, you scream that corny shit each time you cream yourself while you are getting your brains fucked out of you.”

The response was expectable.

It was an awful feeling.

Because that wasn't the response she had wanted.

Itzae thought, maybe the last two special occurrences would change the pattern. 

Her novel prediction had been wrong.

Itzae remembered how it always went, sometimes girls would get chickens assigned to them, chickens they would eventually have to kill, to eat, but that was the constant issue, they would end up too attached, they would give it a name, and the animal would become theirs, while also, somehow, jumping out of object category, and then, they couldn't kill it anymore.

Even if eating meat was good, even if they ate the exact same meat in any other way.

It was frightening, the things students had to renounce to, because they couldn't control their feelings.

Because they got too personal with their food.

Getting personal with the observation subjects was also, objectively speaking, incredibly dumb, far dumber than getting personal with ritualistic, and satanic, murderous, cannibals, in her own personal opinion.

And yet.

Ashley and Andrew had probably gotten too personal with their own food already.

She could always try “But I mean it” Itzae’s head tilted to the right, like a curious puppy “I always mean it.”

Itzae was currently of two minds.

Itzae found the way they suddenly backed off, with one sole, and simultaneous, connected step at a time, incredibly interesting, how their expressions darkened, and turned awry at the exact same time.

It led her to wonder even deeper, about how deeply connected two psyches could get, when this deeply dissociated, and disconnected, from the rest of society.

And on her other mind, watching their expressions go from playful to grossed out so quickly, was far more painful than getting stabbed, or used as an ashtray had ever been.

Itzae felt her eyes burning, the middle part between both of her eyebrows furrowing.

This was way too awful.

She quickly hit the save button on her work.

What exactly was she expecting? Consistency between behaviors had to be analyzed depending on the current situation. 

Itzae stood up from the table, adjusting the glasses on top of her nose “I get it, you have no obligations towards me, we are not dating, so you don't have to say it back every time.” 

She gave them a nervous smile, it felt much like having to apologize for being alive, or for having no team to make a group research paper with, and having to justify her lack of social skills in front of old white men.

She kept walking forth, making the split decision of heading out the door before anybody could tell her to leave. Smart move. 

 

 

What happened next was something Itzae felt she was pretty prepared to predict, if asked.

She scurried out of the apartment like she had gotten caught robbing it. 

Itzae ran away with the only thing inside her skirt’s pocket at the time (her phone) and she spent the entirety of her birthday’s evening wandering around a nearby park.

Not exactly what she had been expecting, but not that rare either, spending her birthdays alone was the norm for her if she wasn't at her mothers’s home.

But still, wandering around the same tree for the third, or fourth, or fifth time, was really not fun.

And somehow, she felt, oddly disappointed, which she knew justly she shouldn't be, it was highly unprofessional to feel disappointed on her own observation subjects.

That knowledge did not change her feelings.

Itzae’s feet were starting to hurt, and she was sure this was the seventh time she had seen that tree.

She forced herself to sit down, on one of the uncomfortable, and dirty benches, that the shitty town she had landed herself in was plagued by.

She felt her head land next to her, forcing her into this uncomfortable position, like she was a Barbie Doll that felt too defeated by the Real World, but Itzae, honestly, couldn't bring herself to care.

Itzae remained that way, until the boredom of seeing people pass her by, was way too much to bear.

Itzae liked seeing the interesting stories up close.

Anything else was far too dull to stand, but when she reached out to her nervous system to try to make herself stand up, she found her legs felt too tremorous, and her pulse too untrue.

So, she opted for plan two, in that case, calling her parents was always a fair option. 

Itzae pulled her phone out of her skirt pocket, she was surprised it was still there, and it hadn't fallen off somewhere, in her mild, vague, running around the park, frenzy she had just been on for a couple of minutes? or hours? or whatever, ago.

Well, surprised it hadn't fallen off, and even more surprised it hadn't gotten robbed by one of the ten million miserables (Herself and The Graves included) rummaging through that town.

Itzae usually liked to feel the phone hitting back against her thigh when she walked, she made sure it was still there that way, but this time, she couldn't recall feeling it, or anything else at all. 

She opened it up, and dialed the number without thinking, it was pretty much the only number Itzae ever called, so it came to her more as muscle memory than anything else.

She raised the phone, leaving it right next to her ear, and wondered if maybe just putting it on speaker would sound too rude, to the grand total of, like three human beings around her, who were probably still at the park at this hour, for far more miserable reasons than she was.

Itzae heard the familiar, boring buzz, three times before the other person on the line picked up.

She heard her mom’s voice, and that's when the dam’s gates broke.

It wasn't really Itzae’s original plan, to immediately start bawling and sobbing, against the phone, but not everything always went according to plan in scientific research, so this really shouldn't come off as shocking. 

It felt good, she thought, to somewhere deep inside herself, to be a child comforted by her mom.

Itzae supposed, maybe she should skip the content of the conversation if she ever added it onto any research paper she published, for privacy's sake, or something, or maybe it just felt deeply embarrassing, to have to admit to her mom, that she was supposedly an adult, but she was calling her from some random bench, in some random park, during the middle of the night, to cry because she felt rejected by the people she had a crush on.

Itzae closed her eyes, and tried to imagine the gentle hands of her mother running through her hair.

She curled up into herself to imagine a gentler world altogether.

“Why the hell are you just laying around a bench crying? You look homeless.” 

It lasted like five seconds.

Of course, the desire for a simpler world was a rather naive and infantine thing, Itzae supposed.

So obviously, she didn't get to feel that.

She opened up her eyes to find The Graves Siblings staring back down at her, that mix of annoyed, and confused, expression on their faces.

Itzae should hang up on her mom.

It was better for everybody if neither of The Graves Siblings ever found out anything about her personal life, after all, patients didn't go to therapy to talk about their psychologist’s home life.

Itzae brought the phone as close as possible to her mouth, and whispered a quiet “Goodbye.” 

She would text them later, and make sure to let her parents know she was okay. They would understand.  

After that, Itzae turned her attention towards Andrew and Ashley.

Why did they look so upset and nervous this time, fidgeting with their hands, Itzae hadn't even told them she loved them, or anything.

“I’m not homeless,” She said, slowly picking herself back up, now slouched over the bench in a position, not-so favorable at all, to her spine “I'm a free spirit”

“I see” Andrew grabbed at her hair, like she was more doll than human, removing a full bang of it that had gotten glued to the left side of her face, through sheer mere force of time, and drool. Itzae hadn't even realized she had been drooling “Would this free spirit consider coming back inside for five minutes, so half my day’s efforts don't go to waste?”

“Eh?” Itzae squinted, okay, she really was blind as a bat. She readjusted her glasses.

Ashley turned to her brother “Dude, shut up!” 

“Oh, c'mon, Ashley-”

Ashley winced “Just- Augh” Ashley grabbed at Itzae’s wrist, with the same strength she always did right before crawling at her, and giving her a brand new set of red, and vibrant scratches all over her ribs and sides “Get back inside!”

Itzae looked back and forth between the three of them for a moment.

She didn't want to go with them, but yet again, all of her stuff was at their apartment, so might as well, maybe tomorrow she could go to college, change her legal name, and run away from the country.

Scratch that, she still needed them for her final thesis, maybe she could go to college, remind herself of what she was supposedly doing, come back, and behave herself accordingly. 

Plus, she didn't really want to discard the name her moms had given her.

“Fine,” Itzae said, even though she was pretty damn sure, that it wasn't like Ashley cared much, about whether she thought it was fine or not, after all, Ashley had kinda sexually assaulted her, and then had kidnapped her, and fed her random people, all during their first meeting, so yeah.

Ashley dragged Itzae back to their apartment. 

Their, she was also pretty sure she wasn't included in that ‘their’, probably not like she would want to be the owner of some dead guy’s godawful apartment, either way.

 

 

Once they were inside, The Siblings shared a Look, and Andrew hurried towards the kitchen.

Ashley screamed at her “Close your eyes, It!”

“Why?” Itzae’s head was aching.

“Because I say so, goddammit!”

Itzae sighed “Fine” She closed her eyes, if she died she died.

Itzae felt Ashley approach her from behind. Gripping her shoulders, hard, with her cold hands.

“Sit over there,” Ashley said, as she pushed Itzae closer to the couch “And don't even think of opening your eyes!”

“Is this the day you finally kill me, Ashley Graves?” Itzae asked, it was a genuine question born out of pure interest.

“Yeah, you would be into that.”

“Hey!”

But after that, Itzae didn't say anything else, simply sat there, right in the middle of their couch, and made sure to keep her eyes closed.

She then proceeded, to hear the very strange, yet familiar sounds, of people struggling to pick up a table and desk, instead of dragging it across the floor, and making the worst possible noise known to the modern man.

“Are you gonna hit me in the head with that?” Itzae asked, eyes still closed.

“Do I have permission?”

“It's my birthday so I say no, Andrew.”

“Aw, shucks, we will have to leave it up for my birthday then.”

She couldn't contain the small giggle that escaped her lips at that last comment.

Itzae sighed when she caught herself, she felt slightly less heavy than a few minutes ago even then “I will be looking forwards to it.” 

She allowed her back to hit against the couch, it was a practiced motion.  

“Okay, okay” Itzae sensed Ashley's voice moving around her “You better not have fucking opened them, It.”

She lied “I would never” Like, she would, but she wasn't really in the mood to be competitive right now.

“Good” Now Ashley was definitely behind her, Itzae could tell. It made her tremble like all the times prior.

Then she felt two terribly freezing things pressing against her eyes.

“Ack!”

“Why are you jumping already!?” 

“Your hands are so fucking cold!”

“Well, I recall you didn't exactly mind yesterday!”

“Ashley, focus.” 

And surprisingly, Ashley actually did stop and focused.

Andrew's voice seemed to be about the only thing that could get Ashley to ever snap out of anything.

“Yeah, yeah, on it” Itzae noted that Ashley did it more carefully this time. She readjusted her cold hands, to not be completely pressing down onto Itzae’s eyes “Count to three now.”

They all did.

Itzae was baffled at the way they all managed to count to three out of sync.

Andrew seemed… almost impressed “Well, that was… an interesting way to go about it.”

“Shut up, Andrew!” Itzae felt Ashley leaning forward a little, before leaning fully back, and all at once, unclasping her hands from Itzae’s face “Surprise!”

And laying right there, in front of Itzae, was the most pancake-y looking blueberry cake she had ever seen, sitting staidly on top of a large tray, with three sets of plates, forks, and spoons around them, one big knife stabbed through the middle of it.

The knife was far too big and sharp for a birthday cake knife.

It looked extremely amateur, and Itzae wasn't sure what kind of recipe they must have followed for it, but “It’s my favorite flavour” The words escaped her mouth, without a second thought. 

Itzae sounded so foreign, and impressed, to her own ears.

“Yeah, couldn't you have picked lemon, or strawberry instead, something easier to work with” Andrew inanely commented. Already raising his plate for his sister to serve him.

“Work with?”

“We made it ourselves!” Ashley proudly announced, her hands reaching for the knife.

“You did?” And all of a sudden, that made the blueberry, burnt, almost-pancakes, look like the most exquisite pastry Itzae had ever laid eyes upon. 

“Mostly. I made it while Ashley was trying to burn down our apartment.” 

“I didn't burn it!” Ashley defended herself “Baking sucks, it’s like frilly and fancy cooking.”

Itzae was split, between listening to their bantering, and analyzing the situation in front of her “You hate it, but you still made it?”

“Ashleeyy” Andrew whined, extending his hand with the plate closer to his sister.

“I'm on it, you big baby” Ashley twisted the handle of the big knife, and pulled it out swiftly, she began cutting bits and pieces. She passed his piece to Andrew “You terrible man, at least say thank you to me sometimes.”  

Andrew looked down, satisfied at the huge piece Ashley had given him “Nah” He answered her.

Itzae’s gaze was lost on them “You didn't answer my question” She said.

She was always so impressed at how graceful Ashley made stabbing, and slashing things look like.

“It is your birthday,” Ashley said matter-of-factly, while placing a slightly smaller, yet still huge, slice on one of the remaining plates, then handing it over to Itzae.

“So you do care?”

“You are usually happier, and creepier when you say that” Ashley was absentmindedly cutting her own piece of cake, Itzae took note, Ashley's was the smallest. 

“I just don't get it.”

“Yeah, you are kinda stupid, aren't you?” Ashley answered her.

“It’s my birthday. You don't get to call me stupid” Itzae grabbed the fork by her side, it looked shiny, newly washed, and definitely too big.

“To be fair,” Andrew said, already digging into his own slice of cake, his fork sliding easily into the cake. Itzae wondered if it was anything like human meat“I bought all this stuff with you there, I don't know how you didn't put two and two together. Have you ever seen any of us eat blueberries?”

“I thought maybe you had good taste” Itzae stabbed through the soft mushy bread, feeling the milky texture of the cake “A mistake I will surely not be committing ever again.”

After feeling the consistency of the cake, she decided the answer to her last question was: Probably not.

“Yup, terrible taste,” Ashley said, picking at her tiny thin slice, the outskirts of her mouth cemented with bread crumbs, and the dripping dark juice of the blueberries “This thing tastes terrible. You all have terrible taste, for example,” Ashley pointed at her brother with her knife “This guy here even likes you? And you like us? Can you believe that?” Ashley waited for a pause “Yeah, me neither, but you know, My Andrew, My Beloved Andrew, he sees a skirt and goes wild.”

“First, I’m not a dog, Ashley, so shut the fuck up” Andrew placed the plate back down onto the table, before tapping at Ashley's forehead with his middle finger, right in.between her dark bangs “And, allow me to remind you, you are the one who dragged us in the middle of the night, through this whole shitty town, to find your ‘It’”

Andrew took back his hand, to make quotation marks at that last statement.

“Weellll” Ashley stretched out her words, bringing her palm to rest smugly on top of her stretched lips “You shouldn't let the bitches go stray on their own, Andrew, it’s dangerous.”

“Yeah, Ashley, definitely not letting you into the outside world any time soon. For the sake of society.”

“Hey! You-!” Ashley raised her hand in an almost fully closed fist, but Andrew simply intercepted it. He grabbed a napkin and began to clean Ashley's hand, making sure to get the stuff inside her fingernails out as well.

Itzae stared, as Ashley simply allowed her older brother to finish cleaning her hand, all the anger, apparently, suddenly disappearing from Ashley's young bones, and wretched organs. 

Itzae closed her eyes.

She sighed.

Okay, she would have to use her imagination a bit here. 

Itzae needed to infer from the information she had just been given, and imagine what message she was supposed to get out of it. 

So, was Itzae supposed to assume that, after she had promptly ran away from their apartment, The Siblings had simply decided to procrastinate for a bit, before starting to bake her a birthday cake in her favorite flavour.

She supposed it was a safe assumption to uphold, after all, Itzae already knew these two didn't exactly have the most logical, and standard, train of thought. 

After all, they had pretty much decided to kill their parents, and eat them, for virtually no pragmatic reason, so why not this too. 

She was going to assume they had also decided to make her a cake, for no sound reason.

So then, what else was Itzae supposed to extrapolate from this conversation, that at some point, it had gotten late enough that Andrew had stood up and asked about her whereabouts, or that Ashley had looked out the window, like she was waiting for a stray cat, that constantly came over to visit her, but this time just didn't.

How would that even look like, it made no logical sense that Itzae could trace after and find. 

And yet, here she was.

So, at some unknown mysterious point, The Graves Siblings must have come to some sort of, unevenly, shared decision, where they got out of the apartment, and apparently checked for her, all over their whole building.

Why would they do that?

Where else oculus she possibly be at? Itzae didn't know anybody else, but them. 

She didn't even have classmates she got along with, all that particularly well, either.

So then, what else. 

At this time, somewhere, Ashley and Andrew had realized that Itzae wasn't there, and had come out of the apartment building they so hated, hand in hand, and then proceeded to wander around the streets nearby, until they found their way to the park, just like she had.

That didn't sound real.

And then, they had found Itzae, and instead of stabbing her, and eating her corpse, they had approached her, and had dragged her back inside with them.

That definitely sounded unreal.

And once inside the apartment, Andrew had told Ashley to cover up Itzae’s eyes, sat her down on their (technically theirs now, anyway) worn-down couch, and then yelled, Happy Birthday! Surprise! Surprise!

Itzae was sure there must have been some sort of flaw in her logical reasoning, some sort of way her inductive thinking skills were wrong.

Because, there's no way any of that ended with her safe and sound, sitting in some duet of cannibals’s living room, eating her favorite flavour of birthday cake. Handmade and all.

But here she was indeed, wasn't she.

So, Itzae supposed, logically, she should test this situation down to its natural conclusions.

She raised the fork up to her mouth, and then, finally bit down on it. 

It tasted absolutely nothing like the one she was used to getting back home. 

“Are you crying?” Ashley's voice snapped Itzae out of it.

“Am I?” She placed the plate and fork down. Uncutly, Itzae dragged her closed fist across her face “Oh. I am. Curious.”

“Is it really that bad?” Andrew looked down at his own piece of cake “Usually, we just bought frozen cupcakes off the store so-”

“Why?” Itzae looked up, interrupting whatever, rambly backstory moment, Andrew was about to embark on.

“Why, what?”

“Why make this? Why chase me back here just to eat cake with you?”

“We had already bought the ingredients. It’s too much of a waste of money to buy food and then not eat it” Andrew looked oddly serious over that statement.

“You could have eaten it without me then, why?” Why me? “Why all of this?”

Ashley munched loudly on her piece of cake, a reflexive expression on her face for a second “It’s not that bad, geez! I’m surrounded by picky eaters!”

Itzae spat out her next words “You are choosing to be it, you know” She pursed her lips. 

The Siblings interchanged, another one, of their knowing looks.

Ashley sighed.

She conceded. For once in her life. Ashley Graves conceded. They all knew what that meant.

“Because, you know” Ashley was annoyed. She rolled her eyes to the left side, avoiding Itzae’s own gaze “You are supposed to feed stray cats, or they run away from home, or something like that. I think. We never had any pets. Mom hated all manners of life forms, including, but not limited to, herself and her children.”

“Why do you want me to stay?”

“I told you'' Andrew reached towards his pocket, pulling out a cigarette and a lighter. Sidenote: Itzae hated smokers “You have made yourself your very own moldy spot on this godforsaken household, so now, you don't get to leave and live.”

Itzae’s eyes glistened with recognition, now, this was a pattern that made some sense to her. 

“So, you are holding me hostage, because I know too much about you both?”

Andrew exhaled out grey smoke “Yeah… Let’s call it that” It was kinda cute, the way he always refused to look her in the eye.

Itzae dared herself to tackle another bite.

It was an amateurish flavour as well, like somebody who has never been loved, loving.

“So, that’s why you chased me through the entire street? To make sure I wouldn't tell on you guys with anybody?”

“Yeah, obviously you are doomed” Ashley grabbed the blueberry off the inside of the cake, and popped it into her mouth “You are dying in this apartment”

Itzae shoved another piece of cake into her mouth, this one had a blueberry right in the middle, Itzae passed her tongue all over it, before biting down, getting all the juices staining her tongue, dark and blue.

Itzae asked “Are you going to eat me as well? After I die, I mean.”

“It’s a pretty convenient way of getting rid of the corpse” Ashley inclined herself forward, her knee tipping the cheap wooden table a little bit to the right “We could stuff some of your bones into the walls, maybe make some pillows with your hair, you know, old school serial killer style.” 

Itzae was uncannily aware of Ashley's finger twirling around the blonde tips of her hair.

It felt good.

“You could even get a black pillow, and a yellow píllow, for the price of one head!” Itzae said.

“Exactly!” Ashley laughed, the smile seldomly arrived to her eyes, but Itzae thought, this time it almost did “You know, I read about this new recipe, requires a cow’s tongue in the middle, I could get that one out of you as well” Ashley turned her smiling face, fully on her brother, like always. It was natural, and expectable “What do you think Andrew?”

“I'm not eating any of your new shit, Ashley” He stated. Deadpan.

Ashley gasped, dramatic and offended “Why not!?”

He pointed firstly at Ashley “Because you suck at cooking meat” Then he pointed at Itzae “And her tongue tastes like cement.”

“No other reason you wouldn't, Andrew?” Itzae asked. 

She felt like she was holding herself back, from either laughing, or screaming, it was a little hard to discern right now. 

Itzae felt like back when they had first met.

“Do I need another reason?” Andrew stared at her, always in the middle of the eyebrows, never in her eyes. 

Itzae had found it made him rather uncomfortable.

“If it’s only the taste, you could do it right now! It would probably taste like blueberry cake, and like you said so yourself” Itzae licked her lips, as the words spilled out of her mouth. She was licking the taste into her insides “It’s not really all that bad.”

Ashley grinned “So, what do you say, Andrew?”

Andrew sighed.

He stretched, raising his arms above his head, his sweater lifting up ever-so slightly, letting Itzae and Ashley see a bit of his pale stomach, his angel wing bones moving so seamlessly.

Andrew looked perpetually tired, even right now, even with Ashley's eyes all over him.

Andrew seemed to think about it for a minute, before opening up his mouth once more.

“Nah, I don't need to kill you, or eat you, in order to bite your tongue off.”

Itzae’s lips strained into a smile, she wondered if it made her psychotic, to be so elated with joy, at the words she was about to pronounce.

Because, Andrew had just admitted it out loud, if they really wanted her dead, she would be, therefore, the only other logical conclusion to get from this was:

“And totally not because you love me right?”

“There she is,” Ashley said, she picked up her knife, and once more, stabbed it through the middle of the cake “And here I was starting to worry she was more normal than she originally let on.”

“Nobody that normal would still be hanging out around us, Ashley.”

“Aww, he admits it at last” Ashley spoke to Andrew, but she focused her eyes back on Itzae.

Ashley lifted her knife, all glistening underneath the shitty warm lights of their living room.

Itzae raised her neck, if she got decapitated, or got her tongue cut off, right after tasting her favorite birthday cake flavour, well, that wasn't really so bad now, was it.

Andrew tilted his head to the right, looking slightly more interested now “Is that really what you wanna hear?” He said.

“You should say it, it’s my birthday gift.”

“I thought the cake was your birthday gift.”

“There's two of you, you should give me two gifts then.”

“I gave you lipstick” Andrew looked to the left.

Thinking back about it, Itzae hadn't thought it had been for her at all, granted it wasn't Ashley's style, and Andrew's lips were always a little chapped, because he kept biting them, but Itzae had never considered he would want to get her anything.

“We robbed it from a store! You didn't gift me anything-”

Ashley interrupted her, while twirling the knife around her fingers, “By now, it would be cheaper to actually start paying the whore.”

Ashley was clumsy, always ended up cutting herself.

“I'm gonna charge you interests in that case” Itzae returned her eyes, fully, to Ashley.

The Graves switched positions, getting, too slowly, and yet, too quickly, way too close to her, and somehow, they were still, way too far.

Itzae knew: A lot of psychology depended on the situation, a lot of subjectives within something so intangible. 

It was familiar and comfortable, the way her hands trembled, and her heart felt two seconds away from exploding.

Itzae heard Andrew sigh, or maybe it was Ashley, they were both too flesh and raw, too close to distinguish from one another. 

“Then, this is easier” Itzae felt two foreign forces, leaning far too close to her ear. 

Itzae supposed, if she were getting jumped by a duo of wolves, she would feel much the same way.

Then, they whispered the magical words, and she was done with for the night.

Completely caught, like a bunny in a dog's mouth, it’s not like she ever stood any chance. 

 

 

An eternity later, laying on the floor, in that hazy gray hour, she was so sure she was bound to die on, at some point, with plates and knives scattered around the floor, and the cake barely managing to stay on top of the table.

Itzae opened her eyes once more.

She took in her surroundings. 

Andrew’s whole white thorax was so bony, and Ashley's hands were way too cold, her nails were more claw than anything else, but they were wrapped up around her. 

So hard that Itzae had to wonder, if Ashley genuinely thought, she had anywhere else she could go to.

Maybe, it was for the best to let her think so.

Itzae allowed her head to fall back down, right in the middle of them, there was only one certainty, right here, right now, in the whole world: 

If Ashley and Andrew wanted her dead, demon deals or not, they would have already killed her.

Which meant, they wanted her alive, and here, with them.

Which meant they wanted her.

Itzae closed her eyes. 

Love here wasn't the oppressive, and overtaking force she had grown up with. Love didn't seep through every door, you didn't fall, and fell love crawling its way, like mold through the walls, but love was here, 

That was a good enough thought for her to fall asleep to.

So Itzae decided, maybe she could stay here, until it killed her.

“I love you both” She whispered it out loud to the night, if they heard her or not, that was more on them, than on her, Itzae decided.

She drifted off to sleep, a small preparation for the real thing. 